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IMPOSTORS AT EASTBOURNE. 


“* His epistle to the Duke of York and Princess May, inviting them to spend a portion of their honeymoon with him at Eastbourne, mecting with no response, 
Poor Pa found himself a little awkwardly placed. For almost a week he had been placarding the town with bills announcing the visit of the newly-married 
parr, consequently Eastbourneites were on the tiptoe of expectation. ’Tis true that Dad tried to make the best of a bad job by attempling to pass Alewandry and 
Evelina off as the Royal couple, but ’twas of no avail. The townspeople would have none of it, and derision and contempt were Papa’s sole reward.”’—Tovtsit. 


A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING 


“IF YOU WANT TO KNOW THE TIME——” 


In his memoirs, Canler, the Chef de la poltce de sureté at 
Paris, relates how, at one period, an enormous number ot 
robberies were committed on the Boulevard du ‘Temple on 
the persons of drunken men, who sat down on the benches 
there and fell asleep. But no captures were made. and at 
length the authorities began to suspect that the police agents 
were in league with the thieves. 

Canler took the matter in hand, but asked for the assist- 
ance of one Guérinot, an inspector, He then obtained 
leave from a friend of his, a shopkeeper on the boulevard, 
to use his shop asa hiding-place, which was readily granted, 
and not only this, but the shopowner and a young actor 
agreed to sit up all night with him, and cigars and iefresi- 
ments were laid in. 

At midnight, Canler and the inspector arrived, and to the 
leg of the latter. who took his seat ona bench in frout of 
the shop, was fastened a thin piece of string, Canler, in the 
shop, holding the other end, and it was agreed that the 

»oliceman was to pretend to be fast asleep, but was to shake 

is leg directly the robber began to search his pockets. It 
was summer-time, and he offered no objection to his port 
of the task. whilst the three in the shop sat comfortably 


Fae ‘um (suddenly entering the ktichen, wtth much “Liza Jane (red-hot from perusal of her “ Boudoir Tootletum (feebly recovering his balance of mind). smoking and drinking ull daylight without receiving any 
at on and evident trepidation). Ol, "Liza Janc! — Novele‘te"). ‘Evinge, be loves me! He can no longer Er—'Liza Jane, we've a particular friend coming to signal. Sees , . 
QukhtT ack you—that is, may I—I mean toeay, will conceal his passion! He's sick of missus, an’ wants !unch, and what I want to ask vou is: Wil you try hey then came out and found Guérinot philosophically 


metoclope! Will? Yus! and send the potatoes up without burning them? reposing on his back, as though he were on the softest of 
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feather-heds, and snoring his loudest. The three others indig- 
nantly shouted to him to wake up and go home to bed, Looking 
very sheepish, he asked what time it was, and raised his hand to 
his watch-pocket. But Ais watch was gone ; and aftera round volley 
ot oaths. he begved that he might have another chance of catching 
the clever thief, It was agreed that that night the same game 
should be tried. Very wide awake, indeed, was the inspector that 
night, but ne attempt was made on his pockets; nor was there 
until the sixth night, when Sunday arrived. Then, after an hour's 
mati nie signal was given, and the three others crept out of their 
umbush. , 

At sight of them the robber sank down by the policeman’s side 
and pretended to be asleep, On being seized, he pretended to be 
drunk and to be a iriond of Guérinot’s. But that officer, rising 
indignantly, said, * You have iny purse now in your pocket, and if 
I thought it was you who had taken my watch ” 

It turned out on his examination that he had somehow made the 
acquaintance of the policemen on duty on the Boulevard du 
Temple, and had found out when was the best time to operate, and 
it was he alone who had committed the numerous robberies during 
many weeks past without being suspected, 

Whether or not drunken men with money and watches upon 
them henceforth slumbered out of doors with impunity is not 
stated, but we may presume that Canler and his companions were 
not sorry when their watch was at an end, 

Roy. the publisher of Canler’s memoirs, speaks highly of that 
officer as * Good-hearted, honest, devoted to his duties, courageoua, 
intelligent and unselfish,” and adds that after rendering innumer- 
able services to justice, he dicd in poor circumstances at last. 
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e . 
A FUE FAX, 
this promis too be a nite of orror, 
Dillium an me av sharpen the ole ruin iss raiser, 
we ar allso pervided with a bludging. 
we ar now a layin in wate. 
itt av cum onn too rane. 
will our victtim never cum? 
hush! that stepp iss is. 
* e 
e@ av cum an gorn. 
wear brokin upp, bois. 
we ar on our wal toarmeg an bone shopp toarsk wot wot iss left 
off us ise wurth per pound, 
(Newt week, “ Died Game”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Ss 

*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 
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Very sorry, C. H. Paituis, Tut ae cannot use the sketch. 
You'ce our sympathy, Miss Ipa, Let your brother serag the 
wretch, Chuck such twaddle altvacther, Spend your brown on 
sLcoper, Bon. Thanks for invitation, DEUMONT, ALLY'S fairly 
on the job, We were not in carncst, ARCHIE, 'Jivas our Little jest, 
thatsall, That's your own look out, IN SERVICE. No, we har'n, 
Witt McCay. We regret it, WILLIAM BALTER, Jiut we haven't 
ya to apare, Yea, of core you can, Migs MALTBY, But we 
think it hardly yair, Try again, A WHITBY READER. Thanks 
Jor entting, CULL. Quite impossible, A SOLDIER, [fore on earth 
arewetotell? Very glad to please you, Bunny, Send the putey 
medal on, Out of print, we fad, COLLECTOR, — Quite a trinmph, 
Lirtern Joux, No, oe cannot use the story, send it somewhere else, 
FLBLAKE. U1 such tales of sorrow, CURSTER, Make the Ancient’s 


heart-strings ache, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
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Father. 1 want your advice, doctor, respecting my son. He is, 
as you are aware, 2 somnambulist, and as it is necessary for him to 
earn his own living, [ want to know what would be the best occu- 
pation for him. 

Doctor, Ah! humph! 
anight watchman. 


Well, I should say either a policeman or 
s* 
* 

Jones. 1 never knew before that Miss Scrumptious had false 
teeth. I don't think that she can have had them long. 

Robinson, Over ten years, I should say. 

Jones, Oh, come, draw it mild! not so long as that. — 

Robinson, Yes, I think | should be correct in saying the last 
decade, “7 


THAT Johnnie was not entirely devoid of either wit or envy who 
described a certain vulgar, ambitious person of his acquaintance as 
aman with many aspirations and no aspirates. 

zs 
s 
Coup Job of old exist on earth again. 
His fame, we fear, would quickly reach a stop ; 
What patience could be proof against the time 
Some dining-houses take to cook a chop? 
sf 


* 

Landlady of Green Turtle (a burom woman, whe is going to be 
re-married on Thursday). Look here, Mr. Brown, I'm sure you'll 
help me. I'm going to close the house on Thursday, and I want to 
put up a notice. What shall I write on it? ; ; 

Mr. Brown, Write on it?) Why—ah—yes, “Closed while being 
re-paired.” °° 


Spiffer. Did you sce that procession of the Anti-everything and 
Give-us-a-change Societies yesterday ? ‘ 

Spoffer. Yes, and a precious long procession it was 

Spiffer. Indeed! How long should you say it would 
acertain spot? é 

Spoffer. Well, that would depend considerably on the epot, for 
they were certainly twice as long passing a pub, as they were pass- 
ing achurch, 


too. 
take passing 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 481.—The * Yarmouth Bathing ” Costume. 


“Take your beetle-crusher off my 
foot, sir.” “Don't you stick your boko 
in my face, sir.” 


“What's the matter? Only an 
Anarchist afraid his bomb will explode 
before he can get it out of his pocket.” 


THE SEASIDE GIRL. 
He. If 1 were to kiss you unawares, would you resent it ? 


She. Certainly I should. I hate a one-sided arrangement. 
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CRICKET NOTES. 
“The dull-red ed(ging) of the well-filled No, 2.—Mr. Slogger is now a 


page.” —COLERIDGF. first-class batter. 
BEL 
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[Saturday, July 15, 1893. 


ScENE—Coffee Room in Commercial Totel. 

Traveller (reading from newapnper). By Jove! here's somebody 
as has hatched out a chicken with three wings. 

Landlord (eagerly). Uwish you'd give me the address, and T']) 
try and make a contract with that woman, for that's just the sort 
of chicken we want to cook in this house to please all our custo- 
mers, ae 

= 


“ How is it the policemen seem to. be always on their beats now 
during the very hot weather, and you can always rely on finding 
one if you want him?” “ Well, you see, as it’s so hot, the cold lexs 
o mutton don't keep, so there's no inducement for ‘em to go duwu 
the areas.” os 

* 


First Strect Boy, VWiallo, Lanky ! w'ere was you made? 
Second Street Toy, Twarn't made ; I groo. 
First Street Boy, Pity they didn't pull you before, then, for, 
blowed if you ain't run to seed oe fe 
s 
It's really a wonderful paradox this— 
In fact, we don't think you can inatch it— 
That the husband that misses his latest train home 
Is pretty well certain to catch it, 
os 


s 
Mr. Chuffins, What is the matter, my dear? 
Mrs. Chutlins, Why. that spiteful, nasty thing, Mrs. Viterel, told 
Mra. Smith | wasa cat. 
Mr. Chufiina, Never mind, my dear. She would never have said 
that if she'd seen you when that mouse was in the kitchen the 
other day. 2 


THE best piece of Kodak work we have ever seen is a photo of 
the sole of a gal's twenty-button boot. It was taken from the grid- 
iron of the “I'riv.” as Topsie Lifttoe was doing the Can-Can in the 
pas de quatre. *,° 


Customer, Have you got any more of those fourpenny cigars you 
sold me last week ? 
Tobacconist (eagerly). Oh! yes, sir, hundreds of them! How 
many shall I give you? 
Customer, None, thanks ; I'll look in again when you haven't any. 
ss 


s 
Mrs. Muggins. What a store of eloquence that dear man, Mr. 
Canter, possesses ! 
Mr. Mugqins. He ought to. 
Mrs. Muggins. What do you mean, Muggins? 
Mr. Muggins. Why, he never expends any. 
es 


s 
Binks. That man who nodded to rou from his carriage seemed 
rather stiff and haughty. Did you say he’s a relation of yours ! 
Banks, 1 didn't use those words exactly. I said he was a distant 
relative. *.° 


THE misfortunes of our friends do not always please us, yct we 
never knew a darling yet who didn’t smile when she saw a white- 
muslin-frocked pal sit down ona punnet of strawberries with a 
silver fork stuck in ‘em. se 


s 
She (proudly cutting the tart). Oh, yes! I learned to cook 
years ago. 
Ile (tasting it), Yes, dear, it must have been. 


. 
ONCE again do pleasure-hunters 
In their thousands seek tne sea, 
Where by bracing saline breezes 
They restored to health may be. 


Once again the fish are happy, 

For the steamers plough the main, 
And the time of gratis lunches 

Has for them come round again. 


s 

Chaplain. Now, my man, I hope, by this time, that you are 
repentant. 

Prisoner. Naw Oi ain't. 

Chaplain, But surely you are sorry for throwing that lamp at 
your poor wife, 

Prisoner, Yes, 1 be, for twas a main foine lomp, and gude as 
noo. Ps 


att «Ad Islander, Hallo, Charlie! I hear you've been having a 
punching match with the Island fighting man. By-the-bye, why 
is it that, when a little man feels bellicose, he always goes for a 
fellow twice his own size? 
The Usher. be because we know that a big man wouldn't be 
so cowardly as to hit us back again. 
oe 


s 
“ How long do you think it would take me to walk from Charing 
Cross to Barnet, Mac?” “As I don't happen to have counted the 
number of pubs. on the way, I can't tell, ALLY.” 
ss 


s 
She. And you really love me for myself alone, Charlie? 
He. Certainly, love; and I wish to goodness you'd make a point 
of impressing that little fact upon your mother. 
* 2 


= 
THE latest idea is to have a glass column of victory on the 
Thames Embankment. The only objection to it hitherto made 
has been by a member of the County Council, who fainted away at 
the bare idea of being able to see the ankles of the fair ones as 
they mounted the winding staircase inside, 
ws 


Diner (angrily). Look here, waiter, how much longer are you 
going to keep me waiting for that toothpick I asked you for? 

Waiter (confidentially). Very sorry, sir, I'm sure, but the 
gentleman over their ain't quite finished with it yet. 


* 
WHATEVER be McGooseley’s doom, 
He prays the Fates will save 
Him all the shame attaching to 
A cold and watery grave, 


Counsel (to witneas). But it has been proved you were on rathet 
intimate terms with the plaintiff. What do you mean, then. by 
saying you had a nodding acquaintance with him? 

Witness, Well, the fact of the matter is, he’s my bookmake’. 
don't you know. ee 

s 

It was at Happy Hampstead. and there was a long-drawn-out 
sweetness in the beauty of the summer's evening. ‘ Darling.’ 50) ! 
he, as he pressed her lovingly to his manly breast, “none coul:! 
ever tell the depth of the love that 1 bear you.” And then a sof. 
shy voice was heard to softly say, “I wish you wouldn't squce?” 
me so bally tight, George, there won't be no room for the Bat) 
buns to swell.” se 

s 


First Tramp. ’UNo! what's up, Cully?) What are you boltins 

out of the place like that for? ‘Ave they set the dorg at you: , 
Second Tramp. No, a jolly sight wus. The old cove sed if | 

waited ‘arf a minnit ’e thought 'e could find me a bit 0’ work. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 
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AT BLOATERBOROUGH. 


eS 


Yes, dears, the natives, I know. call it Yarmouth—nay. more 

than that, Great Yarmouth ; but Bloaterborough—unless, indeed, 

you say Baby- 

~ borough, for I do 

believe there are 

~ here to be found 

as many babies as 

bloaters — is good 
enough, 

The_ first thing 
an ordinary excur- 
sionist remarks on 
reaching Yar- 
mouth is, “Now 
for a real, genuine 
Yarmouth 
Dloater!” These 
were Bob's very 
words, and a 
bloater banquet on 
our arrival took 
the place of the 
reyrist some of us 
had conjured up in 
our mind's eye. 
You may have re- 
marked, dears, 
that bloaters are 
rather advanced 
this year, as is 
also whitebait, 
ich is already 
hantine pro- 
portions, 

Before Yarmouth 
became Creat, it 
wes a popular bathing place, and Tottie and Lardi and myself 
created a daily impression on the mashers on our return from the 
morning bath. According to Ma's * Guide,” dated 1803, among “the 
polite amusements"? were the theatre, the assembly room, and 
concerts. The theatre was kept by Mr. Brunton, and the assembly 
room, though “not of the first order of elegance,” answered the 
purpose, At the Bath House the company could be “accommodated 
with tea and coffee, morning and afternoon, a public breakfast 
on Tuesdays and Fridays, occasional concerts, and the London and 
country papers.” To this “fashionable and agreeable lounge” the 
subscription was 5s. fur a gentleman and 2s, éd. for a lady. The 
Angel and the Wrestlers were the best inns, aud the mail arrived 
every day from London, 

All this sounds rosy, but of the Market Place we read: “To 
render it pleasant for visitors, the butchers ought to be under 
better regulations, and several nuisances should be removed. The 
sizht of animals in the act of being slaughtered must offend the 
delicate and wound the feclings of the humane.” 

Since then, Yarmouth has “ woke up a bit.” I can't exactly say 
that it is more fashionable, but it is a great deal more popular, and 
inobs ou mobs of merry-makers, their wives, babes, twins and 


TOOTSIE 


After the bath. 


Warned off. 


triplets. are standing and sittingand lying about all over the place. 
Talk of music! There never were such a lot of ditferent tunes all 
to be heard at the same time anywhere else in the whole universe. 
The only failures were Bob and the Dook, who, as cand minstrels, 
were a dire mistake. and possibly would have come toa cruel end 
ao the hands of the onlookers had nota policeman forcibly removed 
them, 

Billy was, for a time, more successful as the orchestra toa Punch 
and Judy show—that is tosay, until he, during an interval between 
the performances, inadvertently sat down upon the drum and went 
through the top side, when there were ructions with the showman. 
lerhaps it was a little like taking coals to Newcastle, our Bob, 
Dook, and Billy trying to supplement the already overdone har- 
monies, 

We three girls were, of course, photoed on the sands, but I think 
that Billy lying in front of us rather spoils the picture. The Yar- 
mouth sands, by-the-way, are a wonderful sight in the morning, 
particularly when the excursionists come down, 

_ Happy, artless souls! now surely is the time for love and mat- 
rimony. There are no strikes about. no coal crises. no threatening 
of the fall of the 
ee Empire, and not 
ie hy more than a 
Jureuiteuentt million babies on 
Mey Yarmouth sands, 

For the town 
itself, Bloater- 
borough is in some 
bag very Dutch- 

ike in its appear- 
ance, and the 
“rows” are quaint 
enough. Itcanalxo 
boast of an aquar- 
ium, in which a 
Nightingale sings 
both nightand day, 
There is the ruin 
of Burgh Castle, 
and there is Caister 
Castle, the ancient 
seat of Sir John 
Falstat?’s family, 
the Dook Snook 
says, though 
peraare he may 

e wrong. <A trip, 
too, on a fine day, 
by boat to Cromer, 
is very pleasant. 

Sut T can’t leave 
Yarmouth without 
athought of 
Se “David Copper- 
field. and Pepgoty and little Em'ly, and Ham and Steerforth. 
and that grand and terrible storm scene, with which a hand long 
dead has stirred thousands of hearts all over the world, 


Billy's latest: occupatic:. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALFwHOLIDAY. 


FINDING A FIVER. 

As Billy Daybook trudged wearily across London Bridge a few 
evenings ago, cursing the man who invented mercantile clerkships 
and wondering where the price of a new pair of boots was to come 
from, what should he see lying on the pavement but a clean, crisp 
five pound note, a little ¢ rumpled, but still, a rare prize! 

“Well, whata bit o' luck!" he ejaculated.“ First money I ever 
found in my life. Hang it! 1 wil have a white hat new, and take 
the kids home some strawberries and a few pounds of sweetstuff to 
improve their teeth.” 

Ten minutes later he overtook a couple of pals, clerks also. 

“What d’ye think, boys?” he said, * I’ve ust picked up 1 fiver— 
let's come in the Elephant and have a ‘tiddey "—I'll stand treat!” 

And so he did, at a cost of half a crown ; and ten minutes later 
two others, and an omnibus timekeeper had to have drinks as well, 
and bang went another one and sixpence. 

Then he gave an old man hawking bootlaces fourpence, a blind 
concertina-worrier sixpence, and twopence to the tblack for 
shining his trottercases, He wrote a long letter to his married 
sister when he got home and enclosed her twelve and sixpence he'd 
owed pee for cleven years, and half a sovereign to buy her children 
something. 

“By George!" he said, “I've been promising to take the wife to 
see a ballet at the Empire for ever so long, and I said we couldn't 
atYord it, but hanged if we can't when a fellow picks up fivers in 
the street!" # * . * * 

Three days later the head clerk of his firm thought he seemed 
extra busy, figuring something up,and, stealing up behind him and 
looking over his shoulder, he read : “List of things bought with 
the fiver I picked up on Monday evening: Hat, 10s, 6:.; straw. 
berries, la. ; sweetstull, le. 8d. ; ‘tiddleys,’ 2s, 6d.. 1x. Gd., 8d., and 
38. 2.; bootlaces, 4d.; concertina man, 6/.; owed Eliza 12s. 6d. ; 
gift to her kids, 108. ; cigars, 5, 6d.; Empire evening cost 26s. 4d. ; 
gave missis, towards frock, 40a,: new gloves, 28, 9¢.; boots soled 
and heeled. 3s. 6d.; quarter of birdseye, ls. 4d.; seidlitz powders, 
dd; total, £6 adi" 


2d.! 

“Great Je-whittaker!” he groaned, as he slid off his stool to go 
and borrow the price of a sausuge-and-mashed of the cashier. 
“thank heaven it wasn't a tcaner 1 found—I should have had to go 
into bankruptcy !” 


FAIRLY OUTCLASSED. 
THEY were army ofticers— 
General and Colonel, 
Both had served in India 
(Voted clime infernal) ; 
Dining well the other night 
At their club-house cosy, 
Both of themnn—well, looked upou 
The wine when it was rosy. 
Later, they in smoking-rvom 
Started note comparing. 
Both recalling wondrous deeds 
Deeds of might and daring. 
All about their fighting days— 
Tales of blood and plunder— 
Charging ina hail of shell 
Midst the cannon’s thunder, 
Now they led their little bands 
On to death or glory— 
Hacking down the black Sepoys 
In the carnage gory. 
Then they started tiger yarns— 
Whoppers, and no error ; 
Members hurriedly arose. 
Fled the room in terror. 
Shade of Ananias, though, 
Stayed another minute— 
Bolted, in disgust. at last. 
And vowed it wasn’t in it. 
————— 


SHE THOUGHT OF HIM. 

IDIOTICALLY happy, he had basked in the marrow-melting 
smiles of the only woman he believed had ever really loved him. 
Over his brandy and soda she had shot at him glances of ineffable 
love, which he answered with looks into which he had tried to 
pe a world of amorous meaning. No; he had xet noticed that. 

is attention being attracted elsewhere, that, immediately his head 
was turned, the smile faded from the face of his inamorata, and 
that she had “taken a pull" at her lemon-squash that would have 
done credit to a thirsty bookmaker ora famished explorer in the 
arid desert. 

And he had only come down by the husband's boat that very 
afternoon : hadn‘t seen her or been by to whisper sweet nothings 
in her ear for a whole week. He thought she yawned slightly as 
she replaced her tumbler upon the little verandah table, and she 
said, : D‘you know, Charlie, I've becu thinking of you all the after- 
noon.” 

The colour mounted to his manly fice. His hands shook, and 
his eyes sparkled with joy. 

“Yes,” she continued, “we had some horribly salt kippers for 
breakfast, and all the blessed afternoon ['ve been in agonies of 
thirst, and the very idea of thirst so reminded me of you t ” 

But he was too occupied with his own bitter thoughts to listen 
any further. He was heartily cursing keen observation, and in- 
wardly regretting those bracelets and rings. Zelle est la vie! 


t— 


THE MARRIAGE OF THE FUTURE. 

It may be that SLoPER is dai!y growing older, but it seems to 
him that there's a deal of “incompatibility of temper” creeps into 
the law reports of matrimonial squabbles, In the hope of relieving 
Mr. Justice Jeune and Mr. Justice Barnes of a little of their work, 
he proposes a few revisions in the Marriage Service. For instance : 

The Model Minister (to the bridegroom), You wish to marry this 
woman ? 

The Bridegroom, 1 do. 

The Model Minister (to the bride). And you, I suppose, like the 
floopid little stool you are, want to be tied to this fellow here? 

The Bride. 1 do. 

The Model Minister. Very well, then; let’s try and manage it so 
that there shall be no Ballyhooley nonsense afterwards. Now you 
quite understand, miss, that you are to love, honour, and obey your 
husband, in sickness, in health, and in—in Islington? He tells mo 
that’s where he’s taken a little drum- 

The Bride (interrupting). VW promise, readily, to worship him 
in sickness and in health, but not in Islington—I hate Islington. 
Nevertheless, I'll waive that, If he'll consent to become a vegetarian. 

The Bridegroom (vehemently). Not me! Vin a Dan Lenoist—I 
like a bit o’ meat on Sundays ; and you're not going to tell me that 
a woman can get her marriage annulled because her husband refuses 
to live at Vauxkall, so as she can be handy for her mother. Why, 
hang it!—— 9 (Great confusion for fifteen minutes, when at length— 

The Model Minister (ceplains). Very well, then, let's call it a 
truce: the bride gives in on the Islington question as far as the 
Gray's Inn Road. and the bridegroom gives in on the vegetable 
point to the extent of agreeing to take on cold cabbage at breakfast 
on Monday morningh, Settled. Now, then, Henry ; say after me, 
eas this ring I thee wed. With all my worldly goods L thee 
endow.” 

Henry (hastily). Whoa! Easy up, old chap! I'm not a-going 
to endow her with my new German concertina, nor the bicycle 
made for two, 

The Bride, Very well, then, get somebody else to marry you. A 
nice thing! After promising to be stitled up in the Gray's Inn 
Road, too! Why, if I was never to make another mash till my 
hair turned grey, | wouldi't—— (More hubbub, For toeenty 
minutes the Model Minister strives to pacify them,and, suceceding 
at last, he gallops through the ceremony with— 

“Well. Fo hereby pronounce you man and wife, and—and may 
heaven have mercy on your souls!” 
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THE MAN WHO BUSKED ON THE SANDS. 


_—~ — 


THE beach at Snagserstrand is alive with people—with eight-hour 
excursionists devours bottled beer and sandwiches, and littering 
the sands with the debris, 
with eight-day ditto en- 
deavouring to break each 
other's records in quick 
changes of dress, with 
boatmen bawling * J 
more for a sail?"’ chil- 
dren building castles in 
sind, others of a larger 
growth raising them in 
air. 

Inthe centre ofa circle, 
seated on jron chairs, a 
troupe of comedians are 
“ busking on the sands.” 
The cream of the au- 
dience is composed of the 
party from the Cosmo- 
politan Hotel, and the 
Spankerly girls are the 
cream of the cream. The 
city clerklets and other 
elite of Snaggerstrand 
cluster round them like 
bees around blossoms. 
Spankerly is in the Lon- 
don County Council. and 
is reputed to have 
means, 

The only mistake of 
their holiday was bring- 
ing their cousin Annabel 
Fulton with them, ‘True, Annabel’s father. a half-pay naval officer, 
had practised thrift for many a month to give his daughter this 
holiday, so that Annabel was under no pecuniary obligation to her 
cousins, her uncle. or her aunt. but she attracted what they 
considered too much attention, though she was in truth a demure 
little maid, 

Annabel had the misfortune to be prettier than her cousins, 
which was a very serious fault indeed—at least, in their eyes. 
Loveliness is nothing if not jealous. 

Presently, the vulgar little man in big checks on the platform 
ceases protesting that he feels he’s a deuce fine chappie, and a 
young fellow, not at all bad-looking or badly dressed, steps up and 
sings to the wheezy harmonium a rather pretty ballad witha swing 
a the melody—third verse in the minor—waltz refrain—the usual 
thing. 

But he has an exquisite voice—one that it is sinful to hack in 
this way, and he 
holds his audience 
spell-bound, People 
wonder what he is 
doing in that com- 
pany. 

It is night. Her 
cousins have given 
her the slip, and 
Annabel Fulton is 
seated alone on the 
pier - head watching 
the moonlit sea, the 
‘ lights along the sea- 
front, and the white 
breakers that moan 
as they die on the 
shore. 

Thesinger is beside 


Ca the eands. 


her, chatting very 
pleasantly. He has 


finished his evening 
“turn” on the plat- 
form. Passing her 
on the pier-head, he 
has eked up the 
umbrelly she dropped 
by seoiibent. and be- 
fore she quite knows 
it, she has entered 
into an interesting 
téte-a-téte. Afterall. 
if the al fresco tenor 
_be not a gentleman, 
he’s very gentlemanly indecd, and—oh, horror ! 

A dozen or so people staying at the Cosmopolitan are approach. 
ing, her cousins among them, What a glare of icy scorn they dart 
at poor, crushed Annabel! One of the men haughtily. as he seems 
a bank clerk, says, * Bai Jove! it's Miss Fulton.” And the eldest 
Miss Spankerly says, very audibly and cuttingly, “ Yes, and with a 
person who sings on the sands.” 

Next morning at breakfast the ladies religiously avoid her, Her 
aunt immediately afterwards gives her a severe scolding, and 
threatens to send her off home. Poor little Annabel is left to muse 
dejectedly upon the impropriety of being polite to folks well 
behaved of a lower grate. 

There is a new party expected at the Cosmopolitan—a party 
of undergrads -from Oxford, amongst them the rcketty 
Viscount Wyldotes. So the girls caine down that night to dinner 
in their best bibs and tuckers. 

Excitement runs 
high when, in the 
glory of immaculate 
evening dress, the 
Oxford boys enter 
the salle a manger 
and take their seats, 
the young men from 
town meantime fig- 
uratively taking 
back ones. 

One of the new- 
comers seats him- 
self beside Annabel 
and begins to talk 
to her with the 
familiarity of an old 
acquaintance, 
Looking round, she 
recognises in him, 
with some disinay, 
the man who sings 
on the aunds. 

Then he tells her 
the whole truth, 
how he, Lord Wyld- 
otes, to win a bet 
made in a foolish 
moment at aw bump 
ps i procured a 
salaried enguge- 
ment to xing on the 
sands at Snagger- 
strand, and carried 
it through. 2 

Before he left Snaggerstrand, he had entered into another engage- 
ment, and had given Annabel Fulton a ring in token thereof, 

No wonder her cousins to this day speak of Lady Wyldotes as 
“our designing cousin.” 


On the pier, 


At the hotel 


— 
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“It's frigitfuily dull down here, 
dear, pot a iman for miles around. 


=~ Vlease send ine photos of all your male 

ne 4 war oi . = She. Dont you swim? I think everytynly shonld be able nequaintances, 1 have almost for- 

re Se aa Duke Werk one Leek te koe Wate ZOOILLOCICAL STUDIES. to swim. He. AW! it’s as much) as I can do tu keep my votten what men are like."—£yt act 
after a y 1 “ve hal—cause, : a % ‘ 
throne he's sure to reigu.” e Foxen. head above water ou land. vrom Letter of Young Ladg. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.--SIGNOR MASCAGNI. 


#e% Miss Sloper will Le delighted to receive photographs from those 2 
uf her sriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


When the honour of Mit. and Mus. SLOPER'S company was requested at the reception —-T tell you what, if you will get Lady ‘Arris to persuade me like, Tl sing it, and you 
given by Sir Augustus and Lady Harris to meet Signor Mascagni at The Elms, — shall accompany me, there! I hain't heard your masterpiece yet; my old ma--my 
St. Johu's Wood, said A. SLOPE, “Good idea! I'll interview the Signor at the sane ‘usband don't take me about as he used todo. By-the-bye, what is it in English ? 
time; no doubt I shall find an opportunity.” Said Mrs. SLOPER, all of a flutter, -—(2) Rusty Cavalier? The ‘ero, I s'pose, a outlawed gent of the time of the wars 
“There, and 1 haven't got a thing to wear!” “Beauty unadorned, my love,” said of the Roses, when that ‘orrid Oliver Cromwell, give ‘em, poor dears, what my set 
A. SLOVER; “go as you are.” As Mns. SLOPER happened to be at the wash-tub at calls *beno.——(3) Or is it Rustic Cavalry, same as our Yeomanry in this country 2 
the time she naturally called him @ brute; and it was fortunate that several summer Ali! yon’re a-smiling, Signor. I'm afraid you are a quiz.”—-(4) © The old fol! 
tales were on in the neighbourhood or she really dou’t know what she would have muttered A. SLOVER, getting positively jealous, and shaping about with bis note 
done, for SLOPER is that close, As it was she turned out a thing of beauty. Her book, “can't get a look in nohow."—(5) “Damn these SLOP RRS!" muttered > 


No. 905, Miss Donotny St. AURYS. costune, as described in all the fashion papers, was as follows: A crepe de la Jjambon Augustus, “must get rid of ‘er somehow.” Anon a footman, bearing ac 

ihe les 3 ae train of chou rouge over a basque of bombazine de bouille pas assez cuit, with a corsage realin, was searching for the SLOPERS' fonr-wheeler, “Mit. SLOVER'S ¢ 

Oh, that Ldare but ask ler to be mine! — The Dook Snook, fitting tight to the figore of the same material, erlinwed with couleur de tripes lace, the way!" “Gracious, SLOPKI!" gasped MRS. SLOPER, “ we scat t ally : 

. ; he Earp hae vb life!” cviffeur arranged a la tite de veau; jewels, rarié; Bowers, peonies au naturel.——(1) rumble wehicle to block u the carriages of these grant folks!“ Pooh 1" observ! 
She is the light that guides my way through life! Toi led ‘rhe eventful evening arrived. Mies SLOVER at once Woorepolised Signor Mascagni. the Eminent, “ gives ns importance.” Then, with loud pomposity, “Mere, footuen. 

ae atts “Pm dying to hear you play something, Mr. Mascagni,” said she; “my favourite toon tell onr coachmian to wait!" “He says he can't, sir,” replied the gorgeous lackey, ° 
© Who dues not sing iu praise of Maggie's beauty ?" is She Wore a Wreath of Roses’; pretty thing, ain't it? so touching. Jo play it, he has another job on.” Covered with confusion the SLOV EIS werd hustled ito 
—The Hon. Billy. will you—to oblige me.” (Here she looked rich.) " My song. too, when a girl. Now, their growler, and driven away Biidst the smiles of the asscubled coachmen. 


THE ELDER GETS MUZZLED. 
rT { 


9 


(1) The Elder has been somewhat Uistrauzht of late. The Kirk folk put it down toa hard (2) “For thesake of puir auld Scotland an’ me, an’ you in (3) “Rin fer yer life, Minister, before he gets at ye. Tf he bites 
course of sin, but, bless you ! he was only composing @ Scotch ode on the Royal Wedding. partickler, Laird, muzzle him quick, quick !" ye and gies ye phoby, guidness preserve the dugs you bite! 
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\ OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A right Royal Show this week, Ladies and Gentlemen, calculated to open your eyestotheir Stall at last we see:—Their Annual Match the youngsters play. Say, which of them shall win the 
fullest extent. Many wonder. I know, how it is  Sapeahrand to keep the show up to the high-water day ?— Pastoral players once more mect, Conducted by the genial Greet :—No work to do ; no food 
mark every week. T cannot explain it myself. Suftice it to say it is done. On we go:—Zu pasx his tucat; This sorry plight ‘tis hard to beat :—A novel way of testing beer; No wonder now he's 
Hill. our William gay Is working hard both night and day:—The Tennis Championship, Lincar, — Jreling queer.—More Larks! at Lord's —at least, 1 hope so. Schoolboys can Appreciate a good 
Supplees some splendid sport this year :-—Brought Jorward from June Twenty-three, The Queen's State‘ ha'p'urth as well as play the noble game of cricket ——-THE SLO®ERIAN SHOWMAN, 


HE SPOKE FROM EXPERIENCE. 


A PAIR OF SLIPPERS; 
Or, a great run on a bank. 


| 


’ 


=~ _~ 
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MOONSHINE. 


rs. Gldberry, The man I marry must make a shine in life YS 
Her Friend. Surel He. When's that tongue coming ? R! 
‘tend. Surely you don't mean a sbocuiack ? She. It won't be:long, sir. What ser think of this eb ?- caught in the Wandle with a 
[They never speak as they pass by. He. Ha, glad of that—I can get a good long tongue at home, beut pin.” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


A. Storer is distinctly happy just now in the reflection that he 
is nota theatrical mantger, What with the Earl's Courteries, the 
continued hot weather, and 
humerous other outdoor 
attractions, business at 
most of the theatres is, we 
hear, absoluteiy appalling. 
Some of the houses played 
to of late by one ortwo big 
and expensive companics 
hardly represented a sum 
, suflicient to pay the check- 
4'- 3 taker his weekly wage: 

— and yet the season is still 
nt its height, money is fly- 
ing around in almost all 
other directions, and what 
adds to the theatre man- 
ager’s aggravation, the 
music-halls are coining the 
spondulicks like fun! How 
many theatres will remain 
open once the general 
exodus of the fashionable 
world takes place, good- 
ness only knows, 
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Tur Jaded Journalist 
has this day been gra- 
ciously pleased to confer 
the Award of Merit” upon 
T. TP. O'CONNOR, because 
he's the father of the Sun. 
“Peyther.” remarked the 
Azure-Orbed Reporter, 
“Tin real glad to see you've awoke toa knowledge of Tay Pay’s 
wirtues at last; for a right down, brilliant, slashing writer you 
can't beat ‘im anywhere, whilst ‘is speeches in the ‘Ouse are that 
there smart and wit "But before the Blue-Eved could con- 
elude his culogy, a paternal boot, pressed firmly ageinst his pants, 
brought home to his youthful mind the fact that, as far as 


A. SLOPER is concerned, politics are barred, 
-? 
s 


WEDDING Presents for the betrothed fair Alexandry and Evelina 
may be sent to the Sloperies, carriage paid. Articles of all des- 
criptions will be gratefully accepted, with the exception of dead 
cats. Here we must draw the line, as the supply lately has been 
far in excess of the demand. Although 9 decently sized garden 
may be decoruted with them, it can hardly be expected that the 
young couple are going to live in a house furnished entirely with 
dead cats, oe 

s 


THAT particularly excellent institution, the Sea Shell Mission. 
has removed its quarters to more convenient premises at 274 
Electric Avenue, Brixton, 
London, §.W., to which 
ndldress all communica. 
tions should be sent. The 
object of the mission is to 
provide poor little Lon- 
don children, who never 
by any chance get a sight 
of the sea, with some little 
enjoyment by supplying 
them with shells, dried 
sea-weed, pretty pebbles, 
ete, and we cannot do 
better than take this 
opportunity of asking 
some nmong the thou- 
sands of our readers who 
are pending a happy time 
by the briny,tosparea few 
hours and a few coppers 
in collecting and posting 
a good large parcel to the 
othices of the Mission. It 
is a charity which may 
be performed by the 
youngest. *\* 


On dit, the proposal 
made by Uncle Boffin, 
J.P., to take charge of a 
legal query column in / 
Larks! has not exactly y ee, 
been jumped at. And ‘ t % 
no wonder, Larke! is altogether too smart and up-to-date a 
ha'’porth to number such a prosy old josser as U. B. amongst its 
contributors, *.° 


A CONTEMPORARY says that, “ nly probably to the hot weather, 

there are a quite unusual number of flies about.” The Ancient 

hasn’t noticed it ; but, then, “there are no flies ou A, SLOPER.” 
Ll 


* 

Ir is not true that Mr. Luke Fildes’s next commission, after 
painting the portrait of the Princess of Wiles, will be a likeness of 
A. SLOPER, The world in general, and that of art in particular, 
would have rejoiced had such been the case, but. unfortunately, 
the Ancient's proposal that the eminent R.A. should take out the 
price of the work in “HALF-HOLIDAYS” has, curiously enough, 
put an end to the negotiations, *,* 


ALTHOUGH to many it may have secmed questionable policy 
tu have commenced his season with a revival of Zhe Zaming of the 
Shrew, the support 
accorded him by 
the public has 
conclusively 
shown that Daly 
was right, and that 
his would-be critics 
wrong. The play 
itself is of no conse- 
quence. Splendid 
mounting, and ex- 
cellent acting seem 
to suftice to meet 
the requirements 
of the modern play- 
goer. At Daly's 
Theatre we get 
both. The scenery 
., and dresses are 

, Superb, and Ada 
Rehan’'s enactment 
‘of the part of 
j,| Katharina proves 
that, at least. in 
one style of charac- 
ter she stands un- 
rivalled on both 
the English and 
American — stages. 
Daly, we believe. 
has several new 
We await their production in pleasurable 


plavs up his sleeve. 
onticipation. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


From Easthourne to London seems a long cry, but. for the sake 
of H. J. Hitchins, of the Empire Theatre, A. SLOPER has under- 
taken it. A wire from 
H.J.H. to A. S., inviting 
him to come up and have 
a drink, worked the 
oracle, * Business is busi- 
hess,” as The Eminent 
explained to his better- 
half on her expostulating 
with him for running 
away, and a call from the 
Empire necessitates obe- 
cience at any cost. <Xat- 
rina and Round the Town 
are. of course. the chief 
attraction at the theatre 
in question, and that they 
are as popular as ever 
with the outside public 
there can be no doubt. 
These, together with ao 
capital variety company, 
form one of the best pro- 
grammes in London, and 
to those who fail to visit 
the Empire would A. 
Storer like to remark 
that theirs is the mis- 
fortune, 7 


CLo. GRAVES'S new 
story. The Hidden Heir.” c : : . 
Wiich is toappear wees by week in Laris! will make the hair curl 
of most of the renders of that festive Hiavp orth, long before it is 
tinished. Hal Ludlow’s illustrations will also materially help in the 


curling process. *\° 


HAVING received an official invitation to the Chicago Exhibition, 
A. SLOPER feels in duty bound compelled to decline it. Seven 
days has he spent in vain efforts to master “ Yankee Doodle” on 
the comb, but without success. Evidently music is not his forte. 

ss 
s 

THE following true story is vouched for by A. SLOPER himself. 
A rich man died and left his money to three people, with a proviso 
in the will that each of them should put a hundred pounds in his 
coffin, The legatees grumblingly complied. Two of them having 
deposited a hundred pounds each in gold in the coffin, the third 
wrote out a cheque for three hundred pounds, and calmly took 
possession of the change. ° 


ALTHOUGH there is no immediate danger of an attack upon 
England by any foreign invader, still itis, nevertheless, a fact that the 
Volunteer force is, at the 
present moment. under 
urms, Detachments have 
been pourise into London 
for the last day or two 
from all parts of the 
country, and by their mien 
and general appearance 
their determination evi- 
dently is to do or die. 
Luckily, their mission is 
one of peace and their 
doings at Bisley during 
the next fortnight will be 
watched with interest by 
English, Irish, Welsh and 
Scotchmen alike. There 
is one thing that A. SLo- 
PER would like to impress 
upon the Bisley Authori- 
ties and that is to see that 
the force under their 
charge is supplied liberally 
with drinkables. Before 
now, the want of a drink 
has deprived the Eminent 
of the Queen's Prize, and 
in case a similar mis- 
fortune may befall some 
other unlucky individual, 
the foregoing seaxonable Y 
advice to the officials will, doubtless, be appreciated by volunteers 
and shootists generally. “° 


WE have received the following conundrum from Prince Henrs 
of Battenberg, with a request that we will publish it at the earliest 
opportunity. All right, Energy ; here goes. Why is the Duke of 
York likeacriminal?) Because (excuse us while we laugh )—because 
he has been captured by Tecks.” PLEASE NOTE.—The Editor of 
the * HaLe-Houipay ” disclaims all responsibility for the above. 

+ 

A. SLopEn is naturally somewhat indignant that the assistance 
rendered by him to the Prince and Princess of Wales on the occa- 
sion of the opening of the National Workmen's Exhibition at the 
Agricultural Hall has not been more generally recognised. Even 
their Royal Highnesses hardly seemed as grateful as they might 
have been, and Rad it not been fur the excellence of the exhibition, 
the Eminent might have regretted his visit. But it is a thankless 
world! +." 


THAT was an altogether bright specimen of the New York dude 
whose examination in the Bankruptey Court there recently showed 
liabilities to the amount of £37,586 11s, 3... 
with no appreciuble assets. The whole of 
this big amount had been squandered in 
three years, to say nothing of the bank- 
rupt’s original fortune; but when we 
come to bills like £9,040 for jewels, £6,228 
for horses, £3,117 8s. for flowers, there is 
little wonder that the youth in question 
has landed himself in his present position. 
“He is understood to have been a great 

patron of the drama,” says our informant. 

atron of the drama, indeed! we should 
think he must have been. The number 
of diamond rings and bracelets, high- 
stepping brougham horses, beautiful 
bouquets, sealskin jackets, and cham- 
pagne suppers thore thousands represent, 
is enough to make the entire Friv. chorus 
gnash its pretty tecth in envy. 


s 
BotH the peerage and the public will 
be relieved to hear that there is no 
foundation for the rumour that the 
Memoirs of the Dook Snook has been 
accepted for publication in Larks! His 
Grace says he only wishes to goodness 
there was. He's shockingly stoney just 

now is Snookey. « « 

s 


“It's an ill wind that blows nobody 
good,” and the drought—which wiii sew up thousands of agricul- 
turalists—bids fair, we hear, to be the cause of one of the best and 
most memorable vintages on record. Hooray! for half-crown 
champagne and nineyenny claret. A, SLOPER means to stock the 
Mildew Court CeUnrs to the brim, 


(Saturday, July 15, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WEEK ENDING 22ND JULY, 1893, 
— 


16th July, 1827.—A mock election for the newly-created 
borough of Tenderden (as the debtors in the King Bench Pris«;, 
styled their place of continement) took place there this day, su 
lasted the two days following. . 


———————————_—_—_—_——_—_—K§<EE©C=—SSSESEE 

17th July, 1773.—In the Public Advertiser of this date is 
an advertisement of Kilburn Wells. which says: “The waters sre 
now in the utmost perfection. The great room in particularly 
adapted to the use and amusement of the politest companies, This 
happy spot is equally celebrated for its rural situation. extensive 
[eoweces and the acknowledged eflicacy of its waters, A plentiful 
arder is always provided, together with the best of wines and 
other liquors, Breakfasting with hot loaves.” 


18th July, 1854.—This day, Tom Paddock fought Aaron 
Jones for £10 aside. “In the 121st round, Jones, whose eyes wer: 
closed up, rushed wildly forward in the direction of Paddock, who 
steadily propped him on the side of the jaw with the left. then 
delivering his right on the body, down went poor Aaron in a heap, 
Nature forsook him. and Paddock stood over him the victor afte: 
a determined struggle of two hours and twenty-four minutes.” 


19th July, 1821.—This is the date of Pierce Egan's dedica- 
tion of “Life in London” to-George IV. In the summer of 1822, 
Tom and Jerry were figuring at ten theatres in and around London. 


20th July, 1875.—Captain Webb this day swam from Dover 
to Ramsgate (twenty miles) in eight and a half hours, Writing of 
Niagara, Clement Scott says: * Here they show you where, in the 
Rapids, Captain Webb, who was swimming strong and we'll, 
suddenly sunk, never to rise again, Lower down in the whirpool 
is where Paul Boston arrived safely in his dress, and was fished 
out safe and sound—as uninjured, in fact. as when I followed him 
one melancholy night and day, bobbing like a cork for wearisome 
and never-forgotten hours. between Dover Pier and Boulogne 
Harbour—he in his patented dress, we on board a leaky, dangerous 
and uncertiticated tug.” 


2ist July, 1796.—This day died Robert Burns, Ayrshir- 
ploughman and poet. “The rank of Burns is the very first of his 
art."—Byron, © The encouragement that fellow has met with is: 
perfect disgrace to the nation.“—JOHN Home, Author of “ Douylas.” 
“Oh, he was a good-looking, fine fellow !—he was that. He wasa 
strong, manly-looking chap, who wadna hae feared the deil. sup- 
ose he had met him. An’, then, siccan an e’e he had. Aince, when 

got a wee boosy, I never saw sic an e’e in a head.”—SauNDEns 
PROUDFOOT. 


22nd July, 1885.—A London daily this day says: “The 
village of Emsworth has been visited by a remarkable plague of 
flies, which simultaneously covered an area of one mile. At some 
places it was impossible to move without closing the eyes aud 
mouth. Around every lamp inthe town the spectacle was most 
curious. Attracted by the light, thick swarms abounded. and their 
buzz resembled that of a hive of bees. At the post-ottice, where 
the upper portion of the door is open for ventilation. and where 
necessarily the light is kept burning till the early morning, th 
insects covered the che Rae in letters and bags, and had to be 
continually swept off with brushes. At one lamp they simply kuns 
down in clusters. Bicyclists, coming from Havant, were in seversl 
instances compelled to alight, so thick was the swarm; and at the 
auction mart at the bottom of the town, the tray in which the 
money was taken was covered an inch thick.” 


THE LAMENTABLE LACK OF ART PLEASURE. 


(Tl.ose who cultivate the art pleasure, judgea dramatist not by the number of 
vest of human experience be has 


times he makes them giggle, but by the 
gathered for them."—HENRKY ARTHUR JUNES.) 
THE comic man’s quidditics, though of irreverence 
Somewhat they smacked, were undoubtedly clever ‘uns, 
Grand was the hero and heroine's severance, 
Villain’s remarks were all sneery ‘uns: 
Staging was excellent, dresses were gaudy ‘uns, 
Ergo, Smith, Robinson, Browngue (the audience 
Venting more wild * Panegvyrics” than Claudian’s, 
azed on the play, and grew cheery ‘uns, 
Jones, by-and-bye, made their spirits grow mirthless ‘uns, 
Saying, * Know. dotards, all dramas are worthless "uns 
Save such as furnish (to teach folks on earth lessons) 
Harvest of human experience !” 


Smith. Brown, and Robinson, owning his sapience, 

Sought a fresh play—whcence they wished to escape ons 

Ere it was o'er, since they squatted their gapey ‘uns, 
Dismal, dejected, and weary ‘uns! 

“ How, Brother Jones (since nor thrilling nor funny ‘uns 

Find we these acts) can our faces be sunny ‘uns?’ 

“Surely,” suid Jones, “ye have gone tf your onions! 
Art pleasure scorns such criterions, 

Thia, witch constrains you to yawn, O ye silly ‘uns! 

This is a play of superlative brilliance, 

Fraught with what ought to be gathered by millions— 
Harvest of human experience!" 


THE KOMMON OR KENTISH KOW. 

AS SHE STRIKES THE HOLIDAY-MAKING PHILOSOPHER. 

1 AM basking in the sunshine, and she is browsing near me. She 
is, physically speaking, a combination of Queen Anne and Fraseatt 
Restaurant styles of architecture, and supplies 2 tluid “that con- 
tains all the elements, barring annatto, of pure milk.” When the 
hobbledehoy of the forin has wrenched from her all the milk that 
Farmer Muskplant’s family needs, he lets down the bars of the 
cowshed door and ee her to wander on the bullyvards for the 
night, relying on her maternal instinct to bring her home nest 
morning. ; 

She wanders about until she gets tired: then, selecting a dimly- 
lighted corner of the High Street, she unlimbers her legs and 
sinks into the arms of Morpheus. Farmer Wurzelworrit. return- 
ing late from the Load of Hay, stumbles over her legs. The mau 
who stumbles over a sleeping cow's legs looks about the same 
afterwards as the man who falls down stairs with an Americ: 
kitchener in his arms, 

Many have wondered why the cow prefers the valuable shrub- 
and costly tropical plants of the garden and the greenhouse to t!v 
buttercups and clover of the meadow. How does she get into the 
gardens? She gets in by hook or by crook. but generally by hook. 
She hooks the gate, already weakened by Edwin and Maudie 
leaning upon it in the gloaming, off its hinges. Then she wander= 
amongst the beds, culling an oak geranium here, or gathering |!) * 
root of pansies there. The owner of the villa comes out, and bs 
the light of the moon's pale beam he eces her making a light supr"" 
otf his choicest specimens, Airily clad in his natural-wool re/: 
nuit or his crepe le chine pyjamas, he proceeds to shove the co 
out through the gate. The undertaking is not unlike that «' 
driving a tly out of a room, although a tly can’t lift a man over his 
own fence with its horns. But the cow rampant can, Then t" 
horticulturist and the cow can be seen gambolling about in tl" 
garden like two innocent little children ; but the man who swe" 
because the cold mutton comes to table again on Tuesday ©"! 
learn some entirely new profanity from the man who is driving U" 
cow out of the garden. 

_The man who has stumbled over the cow couchant can min 
his tears with the man who has turned the cow rampant out 0! }:!> 
garden. He can also compare abrasions of the cuticle. e 

To the man who has never been made a physical wreck by 
dulging to excess in either of these pastimes, the foregoing diat! Ys 
may seem harsh ; but those who are personally acquainted st 
the Kommon or Kentish Kow will rise up and say the picture © 
too mildly drawn, 


! 
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Saturday, duly 15, 1893.3 


WEATHER—OR NO! 


[The following lines were pickel up by our office boy in Shoe Lane, on the day 
of the recent Royal Welling. We should think they were penned by an 
azriculturalst, whese mind had given way under the strain of the heat, com- 
bined With the excitement of the great event.) 


Iley! for the 
weather, the boil- 
ing hot weather, 

That dries up the 
earth and burns up 

= the heather, 
~ T trust that the heat 

has now reached 
its tether, 

Or soon we shall all 
be burnt up 

\ together. 


\, We've had from the 
sun a long visi- 
tation, 

Ita shines all the 
day without much 
cessation ; 

We wish that it 
now would take its 


—— 


vacation, 

And thus a stop 
to muc perspl- 
ration. 


Let's hope the bad 
times will soon 
commence mend- 


And the rain to poor farmers a helping hand lending, 
Will stop all the trouble—the sun condescending. 
Ses 


CHARLEY’S MASH. 


No wonder Littlesea—or to be a tritle more exact, perhaps. the 
male portion of its visitors—envied young Charley Swaggercut. 
Charley, who, although he had only been down three days, was by 
no means good looking, and possessed undoubtedly the worst cut 
pair of flannel bags in the town, had won for himself the sweet 
favour of escorting Angeline Pierrepoint. the fairest, sweetest 
beauty who had ever graced Littlesea with her presence. 

Ah. and what a goddess she was; tall, slim. and stately. thera 
wasn't a maiden in the place who wasn't ready to kick herself with 
jealousy, not a fellow who wouldn't have given half he vo-sexsed 
to have been in Charley's tennis shoes, What hair! bright. golden. 
luxuriant tresses, curling in soft, wavy ringlets over the delicate 
white brow. What a complexion! well might the rose be shamed 
by its soft, delicate tints. Such eyes, too! such brows and such 
lashes! Yes, there wasn't a doubt about it; Charley was the 
luckiest beggar under the sun. 

And to his credit be it said that he fully appreciated his good 
fortune, and did not shrink from the responsibilities it entailed 
upon him; and they were many. In the morning there was 
Angeline to be met and taken for a row. then strawberry ices or 
lemon water at the confectioner’s, after which a good position had 
to be found in the vicinity 
of the niggers, together 
with Angeline’s contri- 
bution to the latter, for 
Angeline never by any 
chance came out without 
carefully leaving — her 
purse at home. 

And she had her little 

fancies, too; she was a 
verfect whale on choco- 
Wik whilst her appetite 
for peaches at ninepence 
a time and other little 
trifles, took a lot of ap- ~ 
peasing. But Charley 
parted willingly ; he took 
her for drives, picnics, excursions, squandering his wealth with 
lavish munificence, and all Littlesea envied him the chance. 

But one morning—one fateful morning—the day before that 
upon which stern Fate decreed that he must return to town, Charley 
hired him his usual skiff, sculled up to the pier landing-stage and 
made ready to take Angeline aboard. The usual crowd of noonday 
siunterers gazed idly upon the pier. Angeline stepped gracefully 
into the boat, or rather would have done so had not that frail craft 
given a totally unexpected lurch. and—oh ! the dread horror of it 
—yrevipitated the fiir girl into the treacherous deep, 

futrepid, noble-hearted Charley, to divest himself of his coat and 
dive to the rescue was but the work of seconds; there was a roar 
of encouragement from the anxious onlookers as he came up with 
the sinking girl, seized her. and with a few powerful strokes reached 
the pier and clambered with his fainting burden up the steps. 

Lut what a sight docs she present. Why does the little crowd 
who have gathered round them fall back in amazement--in 
horror!) Simply this, my readers; because that glorious com- 
plexon, those delicately arched eyebrows, had been washed away 

Ww acold, pitiless sea, because the action of the water has proved 
beyond question that the natural shade of those abundant tresses 
was—oh, horror of horrurs—red. 

ss My preserver,” shrieked Angeline, as she came to, “Tam yours 
alone.” But Charley wasn’t taking any, he had fled the spot, and 
that night the last up train bore him, sadder, wiser, and completely 
stony, from the scene of his conquest. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘*“FRIV."” 
No. 107.—Lyp1a Price. 


. WE sloshed him, we kicked him, 
Qy We moved his arms and thighs, 
re ms With needle-points we pricked 
ae A him, 
oN We roared to him. “ Arise!” 


By both his lugs we wrenched him, 
We banged him on the ground, 

With water cold we drenched him 
Till he was nearly drowned. 

We fanned him. we dried him. 
We chafed his hands and feet ; 

With Irish cold we tried him, 
We gave him brandy neat. 

We thumped him. we shook him, 
Till he was one big bruise ; 

And finally we took him 
To Saint Bartholomew's ! 


* * * 
The world may vent its discontent, 
The world may snarl and yelp, 
Decause no tuneful song anent 
Miss Lydia Price we here present, 
But, though the fact we much 
lament. 
The fact we cannot help. 


For her we bade our poet ply 
. His worthy-of-Apollo muse : 
.) But, when her radiance caught 
a\ is ere, 
With one loud shriek and one 

deep righ— 
He fell ;—and now. most like to die, 

He lies in St. Bartholomew's ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


Keswick. CUMBERLAND, June 28th, 1893. 

Dear ALLY,—If you have any time to spare this summer, you 
might pay a visit to the Lake district of Cumberland. The Con- 
vention for the Promotion of Practical Holiness takes place 
during the last fortnight in July, and during that time thousands 
of visitors are staying in the town and district. If ALLY could 
come for a day or two it might be greatly to his soul's benefit ; so 
I hope he may look us up.—Your old friend and_ constant 
subscriber, HENRY COMPTON. 

To ALLY SLOPER, M.I’. for Shoe Lane, 

P.8S.—How doves the Direct Veto Bill suit ALLY? Guess it will 
rather shorten his supply of * Unsweetened,” 


2 CAMBRIDGE VILLAS, HIGH STREET. EGHAM, July 2nd, 1893. 
Dear ALLY,—Walking along the Strand on Thursday last, I 
caine to Edison's Phonograph Show, and,as | was looking through 
the window at the machine, two boys eame up to look. After they 
had looked for a few minutes, and four persons with the tubes in 
their ears were listening to the strains of Charles Coborn and to 
Lieutenant Godfrey's Band, suddenly one of the boys remarked to 
the other, * Blimey, Sam! but that’s a funny way of taking your 
photograph.” Thinking this must be worthy of Tnsertion (A your 
valuable paper, of which [ have been a subscriber since it com- 
menced, I remain, Yours truly, R. SCHOFIELD. 


oe 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 174.—HE MAKES AN ORTHOGRAPHICAL SLIP OF THE PEN 
ON AN ORACULAR SLIP OF PaPEn. 


THOSE madmen who say education's 
A jolly good thing for our race, 
Should list ta my ditty with patience, 
For here upon record I'll trace 
How the Monarch of Mildew has recently collared 
A twenty pound note, through his being “no scholard.” 


In your junketing journeys erratic, 
Full often, dear reader, 1 ween, 
You have seen the machine automatic 
(Eclipsed by no other machine) 
Which contains. quaintly perched in a costly glass case, 
The symmetrical bust of Old Mildewy Face! 


When in slot you have planted vour penny, 
Your health the Rubigitious drinks 
in a draught of * Unswertened.” and then he 
Presents you. while wildly he winks, 
With 1 bottle of wood—and a paper is in it 
Un which your life's fortune you'll read ina minute. 


Close to the Southend * Pavilion” 
Ambled a handsome young dude, 
And his laugh was a loud and a shrilly ‘un 
As he SLorer’s automaton viewed. 
And he presently said, “In the Mouldy-mugged Moocher 
I've always had faith: he shall read me my future!” 


Then anon he grew jubilant.—rather — 
For his * fortune.” ax told by A. S., 
Ran as follows: * Yew'r dumed to be Father 
Off a Sun what will Meat with Suxess, 
And that Sun (if yew Haint on ‘ Unsweetened * a Toper) 
Will bring you much Munny. So says ALLY SLOPER!” 


That dude (who was T. P. O'Connor) 
Took train to Shoe Lane in his joy, 
And he said to the Fossil. “I honour 
Your powers of prediction, my boy ! 
You've foretold that my Sux is successful to be, 
So accept this poor twenty pound note as your fee!” 


Wherefore let no mad johnnywops tell us 
That Learning should incet with applause ; 
For the Prince of Iliterate Fellows 
Is twenty pounds richer. because 
On a random-penned epee (sing hev-diddle-didktie !) 
He spelt the word “SON” witha “U” in the middle! 


Ready Shortly. One HMalfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


“OH, DEATH! WHERE IS THY STING?” 


1 Lay one night on a feverish bed, 
Thinking the morning would find me dead ; 
And. oh! what terror and wild atfright 
There came to my wandering soul that night! 
Visions I saw of the hideous doom 
That awaits the sinner besond the tomb, 
Vainly 1 strove with my fierce despair ; 
Madly J muttered a useless prayer. 

Oh! it was terrible. terrible, terrible, 
Struggling thus with a nameless dread— 
Thinking the morning would tind me dead ! 


I eat one night by a feverish bed, 
And I knew that my sister would soon be dead ; 
But, oh! what tranquil and sweet delight 
On the face of my sister there beamed that night! 
“Visions.” she murmured, “1 clearly see 
Of sorrow forgot in the biiss to be, 
Angels are waiting to bear me home! 
Angels are waiting to see me come! 

Oh! it is joyful. joyful, jortal 
Thus to repose ona calm death-bed. 
And know that my spirit will soon have fed 


—_—__>—__—__ 


THE REASON WHY. 
Editor (te much married contributor). Good morning, Mr. 


Rickerman, 1 want just 2 word with you, I've noticed. lately, your 
jokes on domestic isstarbariees have hardly been up to your usual 
form; they seem sowehow to iack reaiism, as 1t were, 

Much Married Contributer, You're quite right, sir, you're quite 
right. The truth of it is both my wife and mother-in-iaw have 
gone away to the seaside and I'm getting dried up for material. 


—__——— 


A CHAMPION. 


WE have come across not a few booze soakers in our time, you 
bet! but the gentleman we know who returned to his domestic 
hearth at 2.a.M., after a field day with the Special Scotch, and 
imbibed the contents of half a dozen hand-grenades, under the 
impression that they were bottles of the reviving seltzer, took the 
largest item of confectionery in the establishment. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
WE know a farm labourer who has trodden on hundreds of tacks 
without getting hurt. We mean hnays-tacks. 
“OLD as the (H)ills”: The quacks who pretend they can cure 


em. 
BILL of Fair: The dressmaker's account. 
THE Best Way to Ice-lind : Pour water over it ona frosty night. 
Wuart bosh it is to call Storer an idle man. Go up Sloper 
Court. Shoe Lane, and con} alwave find his * Arnis” fll, 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A RoMANCE OF SALT LAKE CITY.) 
aS 
CHAPTER VII. 

ZEPHANIAH DP. SUGG was not happy despite his freedom. Black 
care still had him for itsown. True his wife and his creditors were 
far away 
from him, 
but he still 
had a haunt. 
ing dread of 
their _pres- 
ence. It has 
been de- 
clared that 
a man who 
has run 
away from 
his wife has 
always a 
feeling that 
she may 
meet him at 
any mo- 
ment. and in 
the case of 
Z P. Sugg 
this feeling 
was intensi- 
fied. because 
there were 
seventeen 
opportuni- 
ties of her 
meeting him 
at any mo- 
ment. He 
was faraway 
from her, 
but the crime had left its clasp upon his heart. and he had a 
ee that he was hunted, though he could not actually see the 

unter. 

The continued anxiety drove Z. P. Sugg to drink. Day after day 
he loafed in and out of saloons, where he furtively consumed the 
insidious ginsling, the appetising cocktail. o: the invigorating 
“corpse reviver.’ In these haunts of vice and alcoholic liquids he 
felt he was comparatively safe from pursuit if pursuit had been 
attempted. and so he continued to frequent them to the detriment 
of his health and puree, but to the heightening of the colour of his 


Not happy. 


ose, 
Gradually his stock of articles. which would be accepted as 
pledxes by the accommodating pawnbroker, got smaller, and yet 
« hesitated to look around fora business at which he might earn 
alivelihood. It was in the places of business that he would be 
looked for by his pursuers 
if pursuit were engaged 
in, and his crime-sodden 
conscience prevented him 
attempting to carn an 
honest livelihood. 

Nor was he without 
moments of regret. At 
times. while putting the 
retiective pipe and im- 
bibing the meditative 
beer, he would look sor- 
rowfully back at the joys 
he had deserted. When 
he thought of his wife he 
thought of her with a 
i when he thought 
of his mother-in-law it 
was with « shudder ; and 
when he thought of his 
creditors it was with a 
groan. 

Where. again, would he 
find such a loving and 
numerous wife?) Where 
= such a comprehensive 
mother-in-law?) Where 
such contiding creditors! 
And on thoughts Uke 
these he would radiy 
shake his head and finish 
his beer with a sad. dis- 
satisfied sigh because the 
vot was finite, and its 

ottom shone too 

The invigorating “ corpec reviver.” quickly through the 
liquid comfort. 

And Z. P. Sugg, too, was lonely. He felt that it was not good 
for man to be alone. He had been accustomed to society. His 
dailv domestic life had been quite a party—a somewhat one-sided 

tty, when there was only one gentleman to seventcen feminine 

earts that beat as one; but still a numerous party had afforded 
variety to the scene. but in San Francisco all was lonely, He knew 
no one but the barkeeper in a select few public-houses, and these 
people were unanimous in demanding cash down on delivery of 
drinks, so that their friendliness could not be described as over- 
whelmingly cordial. : 

Without wife or friends or credit, Z. P. Sugg was decidedly 
lonely ; and after about a fortnight of his solitary misery, heawoke 
one morning to find that his assets were reduced toa very low ebb. 
He had pawned all 
the trinkets — his 
wife had given him 
during their happy 
married life, his 
spare clothes were 
gone, and there was 
oniy the balance of 
a dollar in his poc- 
kets. lis aflairs 
had reached 
crisis, and he felt 
that something 
must be done ere 
nightfall if he hoped 
to have a roof to 
cover his head. 
At nightfall he ap- 
proached the rail- 
way station — in 
hopes that he might 
get some luggage 
to carry. G) 
northern train 
thundered into the 
station. There was 
the usual _ bustle. 
There was luggage 
to carry, but Mr. 
Sugg did not wait 
to help. 

His WIFE HAD 
ARRIVED! 

And each section of her had brought along her travelling-bag 
and bonnet-box. 


Nis wife had arrived. 


OTe he continued nert week.) 


tl tl 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. Saturdgy, duly 15, 1093. 


SOME SORT OF START 


c! _—~ 


A PERFECT HAIR RESTORER 


E 
No, 316.- Mr. Ricnarp BuTLER, F.O.S. 
“To the thousands who are familiar with our hero's fame, the 
mention of hig illustrious name is amply sufficient to in 
spire them with becoming awe; whilst the few who are not 
aware of his greatness, have but to regard the intelligent 
features our artist has above portrayed to feel that the subject 


of this week's sketch is a man of unusual distinction, But it Harry, Will you marry me, Edith ? "edestrian. My good fellow, is there a cool or shaiy 
twas hob always s0--our hero, like most great geniuses, having Laith, But yoa have no money. spot in this treeless waste where a mau may lay Ins 
te first endure the cold neglect of an uuappreciative world before Jlarv-w, Yes, T have. toncs— 

he rose to his’present exalted position, He had always exhibited Ldvth. Now much ? Native, Well, zur, there be the cemetery over youler. 


a liking for literatn and his first pang was cansei by the Harry. The shilling which my father has ent me off with. Tdwiny ef that'd be cvol enuff for ‘ee. 
refusal of his initial eflort—a thrilling work for hoys—which 
subsequently fo a customer in the local butterman at so ” 
Intich the Wb. The editor had said there was insufficient gore “TH E Bl TER Bl T AG Al N, 
about that story, the pirate wasn't half bloudthirsty enough, 
and reluctantiy our hero gave up hair-curting fietion and de- 
voted himself ‘to something less sensational, It was a tough 
cht, and at one time he lived solely on the proceeds of the 
lined with thanks’ forms showerel upon him by dunder-; 
healed editors, But he perseverel, and is now chief of the 
brilliant band ussoviatel with our widely-read Sunday contem- 
porary the Aeferee. Chiefly because he’s an Eminent journalist, 
he was created FOS. and the ‘sloper Awanl of Merit’ 
presented to him January Sth, 1492."--Debre't Improved. 


= What ad appen if I was ter swallcr the sherbet first ant the 
water arterwards 7" “It'd blow the ruof of yer mouth off.” 


a = 5 a sai: , 2 f Pie 4) age Mi Zz a 
(1) Rob Rabbits (to Bill: Dustu, the traveller). Look a-there, Bill, See that there by south-west, sir !--layin’ there with its mouth hopeu. Git a bit nigher the bulse, 
Vttle torf a-Gshin’% Carn’t us scheme to git ‘oll of them things of hison the bank? sir, and then—(4) Ia ye go, yer bloomin’ josser, and cotch "im! (Splash, splash’ 
‘E's got some toke in that there basket, I'll lay !——(2) A minute later, D'jeer, Mill! Hor, hor, hor!——(5) Bill Dusty. Aud in you goes, too, yer oll bully rogue, aw 
come ‘ere! Blimey, if ‘ere ain't a bloomin’ perch a yard au’ a ‘arf long waitin’ for keep ‘im comp'ny. (Splash, splash!) Har, har, har !——(6) ‘Av'ot I alliws said as 
some gent to cotch it !—(3) Young Spoonbat. Where—oh, where ?—— Bob Rabbits. 1 knowed that there Bob Rabbits ‘ud come toa bad hend? Sarve ‘im right an’ all, 
There you har, sir! A bit backwarder, sir! Not there, sir! more to the north-heast too! playin’ the poor little bluomin’ gent such a dirty trick. It ain't honcst, I sy. 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED, e. UNPALATABLE. 


ORYISH. 
ed ot te te ‘ ee oat 
PA id Porter. Pl-o-w! two mile ter the THimpe ryt “Oh, Mr. Sandbank, vou are a fanny man!” ey o m 
Rustic, Yus. And ye hain't no cause ter growl, “twas four 1. “Madame, madame, your hair is burning!” Appetrance, L hope.” “Oh, no, L don’t mean your 1 


ance, that’s quite ordinary.” [And he had alicans Wit 


; afore the long drought shrunk the ground to art the size. No. 70, —Atieline. he arcs rather diattnyursled 


2. “Wh-ea-at ?" 
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